
[image: image]

The Deep Roots of Love

Garden Of Temptation: Book-4

Melanie Vance

© 2015 BY MELANIE VANCE

All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form or by any means, including scanning, photocopying, or otherwise, without prior written permission of the copyright holder.

The stories found in this book are works of pure fiction. Any resemblance to real names, places or events are totally a coincidence, and should not be construed as being real. They are not intended to portray or suggest anyone living or dead.

The author fully acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission of said owners. The publication/use of these trademarks is not associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

––––––––
[image: image]


First Printing, 2015 

Printed in the United States of America

Goddess Of Moonlight Press

Please Read Book-1 of This Series First

This is the fourth installment of the Garden Of Temptation series. These books contain cliffhangers, and are meant to be read in order. If you haven't read Book-1 yet, it is recommended that you should in order to get the most from this series.

Seeds Of Attraction

Garden Of temptation: Book-1

[image: SeedsOfAttraction.jpg]

Table Of Contents

Chapter-1

Saturday Morning News

Chapter-2

Pearl Street

Chapter-3

Afternoon Delight

Chapter-4

The Following Day

Chapter-5

The Long Week Ahead

Chapter-6

Free At Last!

Chapter-7

Staci’s Weekend

Chapter-8

Popping the Question

Chapter-9

The Permanent U-Haul

Chapter-10

Only the Beginning

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter-1

[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Saturday Morning News
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JENNIFER HOLLOWAY SAT on the loveseat in her pajamas sipping her first cup of coffee of the morning. Her cats, Cinnabon, a beautiful orange tabby and her calico girl, Snickerdoodle, named for her favorite cookie, sat curled up together on the cushion next to her. She picked up the remote and turned on the television. She punched channel-7 to get the morning news. The male anchor announced the top stories of the morning. Jennifer sat there with her mouth hanging wide open in shock. She held her glasses away from her face. She couldn’t believe her eyes—or ears, for that matter.

“Staci...baby—get out here. Quick!”

Staci Walker emerged from the kitchen dressed only in an oversized Colorado Buffaloes jersey and bikini panties. She was munching on a Pop Tart. Not wanting to disturb the cats, she sat down on Jennifer’s lap. “What’s the sense of urgency?”

“Wait until the commercial is over and you’ll see for yourself.” Jennifer ran her hand up and down Staci’s thigh. Under any other circumstances, she would have taken Staci back to bed. They had already enjoyed some steamy sex the night before. They had been snowed in together since Thursday. Yesterday, the snow had melted with the rise in temperature. Colorado had been pummeled by an early September snowstorm. It had been one for the history books. 

Staci had been spending a lot of nights with her lately. Although she had always told herself she would never settle down and live with a woman, she hadn’t minded Staci hanging around lately. She had already told her former student just how much she loved her. It was the truth. Staci was a special woman. She wasn’t like all the other women she had jumped in the sack with over the years.

“So what’s going on?” Staci asked, a look of concern spreading across her face.

“Shh...Here it is.” Jennifer pointed at the television screen.

“Welcome back to 7 News, Denver. I’m Gary Weeks,” the male news anchor said. 

“And I’m Dana Fargo,” the co-anchor said.

“We have a lot of news to get to this morning,” Gary said.

“Boy, I’ll say,” Dana added. “Starting with this breaking news from the high country. A woman was held hostage in her home by an escaped convict Thursday and Friday during the record snowstorm. The woman, Ashlee Miles-Savage, is the wife of well-known Denver architect, Kelsey Savage, of Savage Architectural Design, located here in downtown Denver.”

“Oh-my-God.” Staci gasped, holding her hand over her mouth.

The reporter continued, “It seems that Kelsey Savage’s former girlfriend, Alexis Farner, an artist from Santa Fe, New Mexico, who had recently arrested for art forgery, as well as the theft of artist Georgia O’Keeffe’s famous painting, Palo Duro Canyon. The painting, missing for over a decade, was discovered in Ms. Farner’s home and art studio in Santa Fe a few months ago. It appears that Alexis Farner blamed her breakup with Kelsey Savage, on her new bride, Ashlee. Alexis, or Lexi, the name she went by, managed to escape from a New Mexico Department of Corrections transport van that was taking her for a mental evaluation. Apparently, the van went off the road in the major storm we just experienced and Ms. Farner took full advantage of the situation. She then stole an SUV that was left running at a convenience store parking lot in Trinidad, Colorado. She made her way to the Savage residence, where she broke into the house and held Ashlee Miles-Savage at gunpoint, while her wife was stuck at work in the storm. Ashlee appeared to be shaken up, but other than that, she just expressed that she was glad the entire ordeal was behind them. Alexis Farner was shot by the police before being captured. Her wounds don’t appear to be life-threatening. She is to be remanded into custody—hopefully in a more maximum security location.”

“No shit,” Jennifer said. She was still stunned. Their friend—or friends, could have been killed. “I’ve got to give Kelsey a call later.”

Staci held Jennifer’s hand tight. Jennifer was thinking how damned lucky she was to have Staci in her life. She was also grateful that she had survived that car crash last New Year’s Eve, that she still blamed herself for. She still saw her therapist a couple times a month to work through her issues—including that one.

“I love you, sweetie.” Staci kissed her on the forehead.

“I love you, too.” Jennifer gave her a tight squeeze. “I don’t know what I’d do if I ever lost you.”

***
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LATER THAT MORNING, Jennifer picked up her smart phone and dialed Kelsey’s number. 

She heard a tired voice answer. “Hello?”

“Hi—Kelsey? This is Jennifer Holloway.” Jennifer had dated Kelsey a time or two, so the pair were far from strangers.

“Oh...hi, Jennifer. How are you?”

“I’m good. I should be asking you that same question, hon. Staci and I were watching the morning news and saw what happened between Lexi and Ashlee. I’m so sorry.”

“Thanks, Jennifer. We’re still trying to wrap our heads around it. It seems so surreal.”

“I’ll bet. How’s your wife holding up?”

“Too early to tell. She’s still sleeping.”

“Well, give her my love, Kelsey, and if you two need anything—anything at all, please don’t hesitate to call. I mean it.”

“Thanks, Jennifer. When this has had time to settle a bit, you two are welcome to come over and see us. It’s been awhile.”

“It absolutely has.”

“Give my best to Staci.”

“I will. Take care, Kelsey—and remember what I said. If you need me, I’m just a phone call away.”

“Thanks, Jennifer, I’ll do that. You take care yourself. Bye.”

Jennifer tapped the ‘end’ button. She still couldn’t get over how close her friends had come to possibly being killed. Wow.
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“SO WHAT ARE YOUR PLANS for the day?” Jennifer asked Staci.

“Well, now that the streets are clear again and most of the snow is gone, I guess I’ll pop over to Realm of Caring and pick up those flyers I needed before the storm hit. You?”

“I’ve got to get a few things ready for classes on Monday. Since everybody was out for a couple days, I’ll have to double down. Then I thought I might go down to Pearl Street and go to the used book stores. Hey—why don’t you meet me down there around one and we’ll do lunch?”

“Sounds great. Then maybe we can do each other for dessert.” Staci grinned as she bit her lower lip.

“Silly girl. You’d better get going, or you won’t get anything done over there. But first you’d better give me a kiss.”

The two embraced, kissing each other a couple times on the lips. Damn, Jennifer loved her sweet lips. So tasty. She swatted Staci on the butt with a stack of papers. “Now get going. See you in about three hours.” Jennifer shook her head as Staci stepped out the door and walked toward her car. Then she grabbed her own set of keys and went out to the garage and jumped in her Subaru.
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Pearl Street
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JENNIFER WAS SURPRISED that she only had to circle around Pearl Street Mall a couple of times before she found a suitable parking space. Several people were there today, all probably as grateful as she was that the snow had finally melted. The weather forecaster had said this morning that it was expected to be seventy degrees in Boulder today. What a difference a couple days had made.

She decided to grab a copy of the Denver Post and get herself a cup of coffee before setting out to her favorite bookstores. After grabbing the paper out of the box, she headed for The Cup, on the east end of Pearl Street. She walked inside the quaint brick building and ordered a cup of their best free trade organic coffee, then took a seat at a small table along the wall.

Jennifer opened the paper. The story about Ashlee was right on the front page, along with Lexi Farner’s mug shot. Jennifer shook her head as she read on. She took a slight sip of her still very hot coffee. Wow. That Lexi sure is a piece of work, terrorizing Kelsey’s young and beautiful wife like she did. Jennifer thought that all this was probably going on during the time she was snowed in with Staci, enjoying one another’s company and making love. Wow. If only she had known. But what would she have been able to do? Nothing. She still found the whole situation shocking. It took all kinds.

She sat there about another hour before she got up and left the barista a tip on the table. 

“Come and see us again.“ The pleasant young man behind the counter smiled. 

“You can count on it. Have a good day.” Jennifer assumed he was probably another student working hard to pay tuition at the University of Colorado, Boulder, where she was a botany professor. She had been in that position herself, several years back.

She walked down the block to one of her favorite used bookstores. She was in mozy-mode today. She intended to relax before going back to the university and her teaching job the following Monday. She stepped inside the bookstore and heard the ringing of the small bell that hung above it.

“Good morning, professor.” The smiling face of the proprietor greeted her. “Good morning,” she said in return. Yep—she was becoming a regular around the place. She glanced down a row of books and lo and behold, who did she see but none other than her colleague, Dr. Rachel McBrayer, the chem professor. She recalled the last time she had seen her at the Pearl Street Mall. She and a previous lover of hers, Cece Myers, had ducked into the Cheesecake Factory in order to avoid a confrontation with Rachel. Rachel had caused trouble for her in the past, almost costing Jennifer her position at the University of Colorado. They had since made amends and Rachel was taking medication to keep her bipolar disorder in check. Although she didn’t consider her a good friend, Jennifer had decided to let bygones be bygones.

Rachel saw her and waved. “Hi, Jennifer!” Jennifer waved back and walked towards her. Rachel was joined by another woman that looked to be in her mid-forties. She was a well-dressed and good looking woman. She linked her arm with Rachel’s. She had short, almost black hair, well-groomed above her ears and perfectly cut at the neckline. Rachel turned toward her and spoke. “Susan, I would like you to meet a friend and colleague of mine, Dr. Jennifer Holloway. Jennifer is CU’s most popular instructor these days. She is a botany professor and teaches a new class she spearheaded, called Cannabis-101.”

“I can see how that one would be popular.” The woman smiled and offered her hand. “Hi. I’m Susan Newman.” Jennifer observed that Susan had a disarming smile with dimples to match. She felt a little excitement growing between her legs. 

She took her hand. “Nice to meet you, Susan.”

“Susan and I met at a symposium in Fort Collins, where she teaches,” Rachel said.

“What do you teach?” Jennifer asked.

“English Lit.”

“Oh. Tough subject for me in school—but enjoyable. I suppose it depends on the instructor. Mine was an old bald guy who spoke in monotone. Professor Hanson, was his name.”

“Susan and I were going to go to lunch in a bit. Would you care to join us, Jennifer?” 

“Oh
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